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A S I sit here among the warmth and spring sounds of my garden, writing these words of introduction for my
dear friends, the yahoos, I can not help but think back to my own days of schooling with all their hard-

ships. Then, as now, I found higher learning difficult. However, it is with great joy that I view my growing

UMass campus, knowing that my staff and 1 are now aiding so many underpriviledged and inadequate students

to obtain degrees. It is my personal knowledge of just what rotten schooling is like that has been my guide in

building the University of Massachusetts. I pride myself in taking a personal interest in each student entering

my university. There is not a moment of the day when I am not on the phone . . . checking up on them. Under

my supervision, the students are provided with only the finest professors and classrooms. Under my supervi-

sion every element of campus life — from dorms to ground maintenance—is kept in the best condition. Each

day as my chauffeur drives me about the campus, as I squint through the double-plate glass, the beauty of what

1 have provided overwhelms me, bringing tears to my eyes. I can only say in closing that the over-view pres-

ented by my dear friends (the yahoos) should also bring tears to your eyes, and I ... I just . . . can’t go on . . .

Cordially,

JOHN W. LEADERLESS

PRESIDENT



THE UMASS CAMPUS

OVERVIEW

Students entering UMass find the newest of

dormitories . . .

Carefully planned and artistically dec-

orated.

Others may enjoy older, but perhaps more homey,
dorms . . .

Provided with comfortable "wreck" rooms . . .

To compensate for a few other inconveniences.
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Everything possible is done to make dorm life easy.

An excellent janitorial service is provided . . .

And on weekends, most dorm regulations are relaxed

to convenience the students.

The Hatch, short for Fly Hatchery, offers the campus

the chance for a quick nourishment-break in work or

play.

Dorm life is augmented by a healthful and relaxing

scope of extra-curricular activities.

Year 'round, happy UMass students and their cows move
about the campus with the utmost facility.
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Student activities throughout the year are highlighted by many traditional

events, such as the Treeing of Freshmen each fall . . .

in

! (ItOr the annual University outing ... by bus to Eastman
Lane . . .

And the hanging in effigy of the

head of the physical education de-

partment.

There are regularly-scheduled "co-rec" nights . . .



As well as one day each year when Student
Union officials generously offer the Student
Union back to the students, vacating their mam-
mouth office areas in favor of the grass and a
safer vantage point . . .

Active students demand the best in medical care,
and so the new infirmary, with its round-the-
clock service . . .

From which to watch the eager students re-enter
their building.

And carefully-supervised dining commons, with
its culinary delights.

As one walks the UMass campus
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To and from the Student Union . . .

Well-mannered, well-educated UMass students

abound, attestting to the success of the administra-

tion's careful efforts.

Thus the UMass student is readily distinguishable in the outside

world!
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You don’t recognize our cover, do

you? It's a Centennial brochure cover,

that's why. (There are thousands of

them in all shapes and sizes, sitting in

South College. They just aren't moving

on the market these days.) Consequent-

ly, the administration has talked Yahoo

into including some Centennial material

in this issue. They’ve finally admitted

that this is the only way to get the stu-

dents to even notice the stuff. The view

of the campus is cross-sectional, cutting

a line through the President’s house to

the Student Union, across Machmer and

the police station to the Stockbridge

barns. Credit for these photos goes not

to the administration, or even to Yahoo.

Actually, we should thank the people

of the Index and the Collegian . . . but

we won’t. We should also offer our

thanks to President Leaderless for his

help, and his comments appearing on

page 1 . . . but we can’t. At any rate,

you should read each golden word of

the Centennial material, or the head of

The Yahoo usually tries not to be

esoteric (in order to not compete with

Caesura ), but we shall briefly break

tradition and offer a few esoteric quotes

for majors in several fields.

For the geology major: "Igneous is

bliss.’’ —Anon.

For the psychology major: "I don’t

want you to see any more of that Freud

boy, Gertrude; he has a dirty mind!”

—An anonymous mother, Vienna.

And for the history major with a

diabolic mind, we present the alleged

last words of Catherine ("The Great")

of Russia: "Uf!”
^

Four score and seven years ago . . .

it was 1876.

a certain Centennial office may go hun-

gcy.

* * *

The other day, as Yushnik was

breaking into desks and listening at

doors, he chanced upon a couple of

captions that almost ran in the Index.

Heeding his better judgment (i.e.,

cowardice) the Index editor saw that

they were changed before the yearbook

went to press, but Yushnik will take his

chances and let the . . . fly. So, you place

the following captions under the ob-

vious and appropriate photos when you

pick up your copy of the new Index.

Ex-Gov. Volp to Mrs. Leaderless:

"Shall we?”

Mrs. L. to the Ex-Gov: "At the car

. .
.
you go first.”

Don’t forget to try these when the

Index comes out; they, with one or two

bawdy photos, might have made this

the first Index to be banned. Well,

more power to you, conservatives

!

EAT. DRINK, ETC.

The Administration did not always

oppose student life and activities. In

fact, they once used to openly en-

courage misbehavior. If you don’t

believe us, read page 8 of the 1962-

1963 Student Handbook.

* * *

Seen on the psychology department

bulletin board: GIVE TO SUPPORT
MENTAL HEALTH—OR ILL KILL

YOU!
* * *

The other day we received a letter

with a label on it which read:

HELP STAMP OUT
WHOOPING CRANES.

Yushnik also came across one other

bit of gossip pertaining to the new ad-

dition to the Student Union. It seems

that RSO will be taking over the entire

old wing in 1965, converting it into an

"Administrators’ Club”. The Students,

ten thousand strong, will just have to

make do with the new wing . . . which

will be just a bit smaller than the pres-

ent building. Honest!

* * *

Writing Mass Hysteria is usually

Yushnik’s job, but since he promptly

barfed when he first saw all the Cen-

tennial material, and has not yet re-

covered, he has turned the job over to

the editors this time. The editors, how-

ever, are busy this w’arm Convocation

Day, so they in turn have given the job

to the Literary Editor. But ... he has

an exam, so he sent it off to the literary

staff for a quick write-in. The literary

staff is sleeping now, so I guess I’ll go

get some coffee.

The janitor

You who eagerly await the Yahoo

each issue are more than just our read-

ers; you are our symbol! (You are our

symbol readers . . . .)

* * *

Department of Useless Information:

The Student Union, at various times,

has played host to weed conferences,

feed conferences, and seed conferences.

(We tried to make some clever joke

about this, but no one could think of

one, so we’ve decided to simply pass

the fact along to you.)

* * *

Pi: 'Is this a photo of your finacee?”

Tep: "Yes.”

Pi: "She must be wealthy.”
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YAHOOS ROVING

REPORTER REPORTS:
With the expanding student popula-

tion and the slow—if not stagnant-

building of dorms, the administration

has decided to relocate students, par-

ticularly the girls. Thus, Van Meter

will house women students next year.

Many alterations, however, must first

be made for the convenience of the

new occupants.

One of the major changes will oc-

cur on the sixth floor. The rooms on

this floor will be eliminated to produce

a large, dorm-length social area, which

will contain one hundred telephones, a

date library, a teletype service (edited

by Emily Postum), and a full-size

statue of Dean Helen Curtsy.

The date library will consist of a

ready-reference file to the names, past

histories, life-size photos, and Dunn &
Bradstreet ratings of prospective dates.

Data on more than two hundred thous-

and male college students throughout

the country have already been collected.

The teletype service will censor all

gossip from this and other college cam-

puses. Miss Postum will answer all

problems personally, via the teletype

service. Residents will be advised not

to request information pertinent to any-

thing of general interest. (This is the

x>licy now proving so successful with

the Collegian teletype service)

The centrally-located, pure brass

statue of Miss Curtsy will be equipped

with television cameras mounted in a

head capable of piveting 360°. Any

deviation from normal student behavior

can thus be more readily detected.

The second major change will be

installation of elevators, operated by

former Moron Keys. Under the new

university policy, all volunteers for

these positions will receive free opera-

tions to qualify them for the job.

The final necessary change in convert-

ing Van Meter to a girls’ dorm will be

in the plumbing system. All urinals

will be removed to the H.O.R.’s and

counselors’ rooms to be used as wash

basins and flower pots.

The girls have raised a number of

objections to the location of the dorm,

mostly in reference to the long climb

up Van Meter hill. The administration

has promised to eliminate this incon-

venience as soon as possible; demolition

experts have been consulted, and the

consensus is that the hill can be re-

moved by fall of 1963. If the job is

not completed by then, free leg-de-

veloping courses will be made available

to the girls, many of whom, it is hoped,

will avail themselves of this singular

opportunity.

A. L. S.

While motoring through scenic Ver-

mont one day we stopped to ask direc-

tions from a lanky old farmer who

looked as if he might say something

witty.

"Say, Grandpa, where does this road

go to?" we asked.

"Wal,” he drawled, scratching his

head with a hoe, "the way I look at

it is, if you don't plant 'taters, they

won’t grow.”

Chuckling over the fellow's homely

philosophy, we dumped all our trash

on his property and drove on.

* * *

It has been brought to our attention

that Miss Helen Hunt has found a slide

rule. If any of you engineers have lost

a slide rule, you can go to Helen Hunt

for it.

* * *

They have a new way to separate the

men from the boys in the Village: they

use crowbars.



TOMORROW...
by

5991669 (AFROTC 1387-07)

(I raided South College and found that

3991 669’s name is McLean, Russell

Paul, '66—Ed.)

It is April, 1971. We are at the In-

stitution of Massachusetts. We now see

room #22-179 of a high rise dorm.

(Point of information: those dormi-

tories with bars cn the windows are

the womens’ dorms.) 16352^7132 is

obviously preparing for a date. Four of

his roommates are packing parachutes.

In the background, a radio blares forth

a combination of Centennial propa-

ganda and static from the fluorescent

lights in 22 shower rooms.

1635 etc.: Turn off that radio, willya!

Boy, will I be glad when the class of

1971 graduates! Then we won’t be

force-fed with any more of this Cen-

tennial pap.

1st Rm.: It took them eight years to

start this joint and graduate its first

class. So they hold eight years of

lousy publicity in commemoration

!

2nd Rm.: Remember last year, before

the Administration took over

WMUA, how the students resisted

the compulsory courses in Centen-

nial History ?

3rd Rm.: That was ridiculous; the Ad-

ministration could never do anything

with WFCR except rebroadcast

WGBH.
2nd Rm.: Yeah, the Administration

claimed that Masterpieces of Western

Literature was subversive.

4th Rm.: Hey, how come they haven’t

taken over the Collegian ?

2nd Rm.: They didn’t have to. It’s al-

ways been tightly controlled by the

Administration.

1635 etc.: That was one hell of a fire

they had downstairs last night.

1st Rm.: Yeah, I can still smell the

burnt wire. The contractor must have

made a fortune on that deal.

2nd Rm.: It took 25 minutes to get an

elevator. 52687-11395 tried to go

down the stairs, but there was too

much smoke. I'll parachute any day;

it's much safer.

3rd Rm.: It's too bad that the Leaping

Screamer's chute didn't open. They

say that someone tied it shut.

1635 etc.: He had enough enemies; he

finked to the Kampol. He got

7148693581 thrown out for reading

subversive literature.

4th Rm.: I warned 7148693581 to hide

that copy of The New York Times.

2nd Rm.: I feel much safer since the

fire knocked out the microphone sys-

tem. You could never tell when the

Kampol Goon Squad was listening.

(3rd Rm walks over to the window.)

3rd Rm.: Why in the hell are the

workmen putting up tents?

4th Rm.: We are going to live in those

tents next week.

3rd Rm.: Why for?

4th Rm.: The 8th Annual Convention

of Plumbers, Steam-Fitters, and Roto-

Rooter Operators meets here next

week.

1635 etc.: Where’s the pail? I gotta go

down to the ninth floor to get some

water so I can wash up.

2nd Rm.: Hey! How did you get a pass

for the Lincoln Avenue Gate?

4th Rm.: Just color his nose burnt um-

ber!

1635 etc.: Ah So!

( 1633 etc. and 1st Rm leave the room

and walk down to the elevator. 1633

pushes the button for the elevator.)

1st Rm.: This is fantastic! How did you

do it?

1 635 etc.: We've been doubled in the

same bed for a year; I guess I can

trust you. Last vacation, I made ar-

rangements with a kid from the Am-
herst Regional High School. Last

week, I punchd an extra hole in

6913977548 s I.D. so she can get

clearance from the IBM to go out on

Saturdays. Then yesterday, I walked

into the Dean of Exterior’s office. I

( Continued

)

RADIO -TV -HI-FI

Operaterations

T V. CENTRE

The family that

smokes together

chokes together.

AUGIE'S
SMOKE

SHOP
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TOMORROW . . .

was crying, muttering about poor

Aunt Agnes, and clutching a tele-

gram. It looked so real that they

didn't bother to check. They issued

a gate pass to which I added her

number. After we get through the

gate with the pass, we ll change our

uniforms for civilian clothes. We’re

going to Northampton to see the

movie that the Administration banned

as subversive and un-American. It

has the Indians beating General

Custer's troops at the battle of the

Little Big Horn. Then we can grab a

quick snack, and still be back by the

sundown curfew.

1st Rm.: Really fantastic. But what are

you going to do for money? Institu-

tion trading stamps aren’t any good

in Northampton, remember?

1635 etc.: I smuggled in some real

money last vacation.

1st Rm.: Be careful.

( 1st Rm walks down the corridor.

1635 etc. pushes the button and kicks

the elevator door.)

1635 etc.: (The author and the censor

had a little talk. The censor decided

that some things were best lejt un-

said.)

SCENE II

(Completely Censored

)

SCENE III

( 1st Rm is on the telephone.)

1st Rm.: Hello, is this the Kampol?
Well, I’ve got a tip that should be

worth at least ten brownie points .

(Curtain )

100 YEARS OF PROGRESS

Two brothers, one fairly deaf, were

on a London-bound train when a Brit-

ish officer entered the car and sat down

next to them. One young man decided

to make conversation with the officer,

saying, "I see by your rank and deco-

rations that you’ve been in the Queen’s

army a long while.’’

"Yes, I have,” replied the officer.

"Thirty-five years to be exact.”

"What did he say?” asked the deaf

brother.

"He’s been in the army for thirty-

five years,” his brother relayed. Then

he asked the officer, "Where have you

been stationed?”

"In Johannesburg the entire thirty-

five years,” came the reply.

"What did he say?”

"He was stationed in Johannesburg

for thirty-five years,” He turned back to

the officer. "Since you were there so

long, perhaps you knew a Mrs. Throck-

morton?”

"Why, yes, I did,” replied the offi-

cer. "In fact,” he added confidentially,

"I carried on an affair with Elsie

Throckmorton; slept with her on many
occasions. A wonderful bed compan-

ion !”

"What did he say?” asked the deaf

one.

"He said,” replied his brother, "that

he knew Mother well.”

Reputedly, the following is the com-

plete text of a review by Collegian mu-

sic critic, Langdon Lombard:

A string quartet played Chopin here

yesterday evening. Chopin lost.”

* * *

"Do you know what the cheapest,

safest oral contraceptive is?”

"No.”

Comment by the editors of a prison

newspaper: 'Bars, bars all about . . .

but not a drop to drink!”

* * *

"Well, professor, what did you say

in your nine o’clock lecture this morn-

ing?”

"Nothing.”

"Well, yes; of course. But how did

you express it this time?"





SING ALONG...
Well, hello there everybody! It's time to sing along with Yushnik again, as it is every

Satur . . ., er Monday, . . . today is Thurs well anyway, just lean back in your

grass as I stroke my nose and you stroke yours. Exercise your larynx a bit, and join in

with the group. We start off with two old campus favorites . .
.
just follow the bouncing

bells of my ivy-league booties and sing . . .

MUD
{to the tune of "Goober Peas")

(Chorus)

Mud, Mud, Mud, Mud,

—

Walking through the mud;

Isn’t it delightful,

Walking through the mud?

There goes our president,

Riding in his car.

He doesn't mind the mud, boys,

For he don't walk too far;

He walks down to his office,

Or maybe down the hall,

But as for all this mud, boys,

He doesn't mind at all.

(Chorus)

Walking to the mess hall

On a fine fall day;

Talking with my roommate

To pass the time away.

He stepped into some mud, boys,

And much to my surprise,

He sank into that mud, boys,

Right up to his eyes.

(Chorus)

I'm glad that winter’s coming

And the mud will start to freeze:

When it’s down to zero,

You’ll just sink to your knees.

I

The mud will be all frozen

At forty-eight below,

But that won’t be the problem,

’Cause then we’ll have the snow.

Chorus:

By Vic

RUTS ON CAMPUS
( to the tune of ’’Twilight Shadows ”)

When ruts on campus deepen,

And we smell old Aggie’s air.

From cows who’ve been on campus,

And left their trademarks there;

Tis then we love to linger

And hear Old Chapel’s bell,

And lift our arms and noses

To ward away the smell.

Sing of our dear old Bay State

!

Your voices now erupt

Of grafting and of stealing,

And other things corrupt.

Commons food is rotten;

Complaints fly everywhere,

And so we gladly leave thee—Mass,

Our Alma Mater, dear.

By N.C.A.

The difference between amnesia

and magnesia is that the guy with

amnesia can’t remember where he is

going.

* * *

The M. I. T. Voo Doo describes

dancing as "a naval engagement with-

out loss of seamen.”

Roses are red;

Violets are blue;

Some poems rhyme

And some don’t.

* * *

According to Civil Defense Head-

quarters, H-bombs come in three sizes:

big, bigger and where-is-everybody ?

The bridegroom who, all too late,

was remembering his friend’s warning

against the fatal error, gazed ruefully

at the scorched toast, the messy-looking

fried egg, the blackened bacon, and the

anemic-looking coffee placed before

him. "Hell, you can’t cook either!” he

raged.



/

Once again, we of Yahoo present another of our

"famous lasts.’’ (If you can’t achieve distinction by being

first at something, you can at least try for your share of

fame by being last. Such people do get remembered, you

know, . . . occasionally. Why, there was that fellow who

fired the last shot in the American Revolution—they'd for-

gotten to tell him that the war was over, it seems— ,
that

great patriot whose name you all surely must know, good

ol’ . . . er . . . hmm, he was an artilleryman, remember?

. .
.
good ol’ . . . what was his name anyhow? Well, any-

how, some "famous lasts” do get remembered. Take our

word for it.)

But we digress. (Actually, according to our staff psy-

chiatrist, that’s perfectly all right as long as we don’t re-

gress, and our staff chaplain sees no harm unless we trans-

gress, so— But—aren’t we digressing again?)

Ah, yes! "Famous lasts”. Actually, being last at things

is an old Yahoo tradition; in fact, records indicate that we

were among the very last to latch onto the idea of even

putting out a humor magazine. Glancing briefly at the his-

tory of the tradition, we find that when most people were

throwing out their old, broken Hula-Hoops—having long

ago bought Frisbies—and were discarding the long-for-

gotten hoops, thinking them sections of old garden hose,

origin unknown, . . . then—and only then—did Yushnik

finally decide to buy himself a hoop. His most recent re-

port—as of press time — is that he hasn't quite learned

how to work the thing yet, but expects to have it mastered

any day.

More recently, Herman Zonk, a member of the Yahoo

staff, became the last engineer in his class to learn the age-

old formula: C
(c)

X =f(u)n

This trend, we are certain, will continue. When no

one even remembers who "Mitch" was, you will be sing-

ing along with Yushnik. Now that the bossa nova is "in,”

yahoos are still trying to learn how to twist. With the color-

ing book craze almost gone, yahoos still consider insult

cards the favorite gimmick. And some day we hope to see

our own Yushnik F. Kennedy the last Kennedy to be

elected to high office (on the Yahoo, that is.)

This time, Yahoo brings up the rear with the last word

in mechanical dolls. (You do still remember those, don’t

you?) Tracing back in the genealogy of these dolls, the

first of the species appears to have been the Helen Keller

doll; "wind it up and it walks into a wall,” quipped some

diabolic mind—and the doll-population explosion was on!

For your convenience, Yushnik has gathered together

all survivors of that explosion and catalogued them ac-

cording to habitat, or, if ubiquitous, genus. The advantages

of the Pioneer Valley as a survival area, incidentally, have

thus far gone unexplaind.

UMASS DOLLS
Subdivision: Student

The Psychology Major doll—wind it

up and it frustrates a rat.

The Philosophy Major doll—wind it

up and it quotes Nietzsche.

The Maroon Key doll—wind it up

and it tries to build a bonfire.

The ROTC Officer doll—wind it up

and it assigns you three demerits.

The Basketball Player doll—wind it

up and it dribbles.

The Fraternity doll—wind it up and

it buys a six-pack and drives you to

Fastman Lane.

The Sorority doll—wind it up and it

tries to fix you up with a new pledge.

The Hillel doll—wind it up and it

joins SZO.

The SZO doll -wind it up and it

does the hora.

The Catholic doll—wind it up and it

goes down to the Newman Center.

(That’s one solution to the problem of

an overcrowded Hatch . . .)

The APO doll—wind it up and it

sponsors something.

The WSO doll—wind it up and it

follows the APO doll.

The Paul Theroux doll—wind it up

14



and it walks past you without even

nodding as it goes hi

The Sweet Betsy doll—wind it up

and it buys an ice cream cone.

The
J
D. doll wind it up and it

gives you something to talk about.

The Brett doll OR the Baker doll-

wind it up and it goes on a panty raid.

The Mike Palter doll wind it up

and it writes an article on nuclear dis-

armament, then pickets something. Any-

thing.

The Apathetic doll—you can't wind

it up.

UMASS DOLLS
Subdivision: Administration

The Campus Cop doll -wind it up

and it asks to see your I D.

The Dean doll—wind it up and it

smiles.

The Hunzberger doll—wind it up

and it asks how many pages you pub-

lished last year.

The Dr. Janowits doll—wind it up

and it sits there and nods.

The Dr. Greenbaum doll—wind it

up, knock on the door, and it bellows,

Cntue!"

The Dr. Leaderless doll—wind it up

and it says whatever the trustees want

to hear.

The Ex-Provost McCune doll wind

it up and it taks a trip to Japan.

The David Clay doll — it thinks,

therefore it is.

UMASS DOLLS
Subdivision: Miscellaneous

The Mr Lilly doll—wind it up and

it comes to the lobby counter.

The Librarian doll - wind it up and

it ignores you.

The Ham Newell doll—wind it up

and it promises you anything.

The Mr. Robinson doll—wind it up

and it feeds cats.

The Yahoo doll—wind it up and it

. . . (If you don't know' by now, you’ll

find out in sophomore English.)

WORLD-FAMOUS DOLLS
Subdivision: Political figures

The Bertrand Russell doll -wind it

up and it bans the bomb.

The Khrushchev doll—wind it up

and it buries you.

The Lodge doll—wind it up and it

verbally attacks the Ted Kennedy doll.

The Ted Kennedy doll—wind it up

and it gets elected just the same.

The Justin S. Morrill doll—wind it

up and it disseminates higher learning

more widely.

MORE WORLD-FAMOUS DOLLS
Subdivision: Miscellaneous

The Dr. Kinsey doll—wind it up and

it asks whom you slept with last nigh 1
:.

The Statue of Liberty doll—wind it

up and it asks for your tired, your poor,

your huddled masses yearning to

breathe free, the wretched refuse of

your teeming shores, . . .

The Peace Corps doll—wind it up

and it sends post cards.

* * *

What are your favorite dolls? Decide

who they are and then what they do;

then tell your friends about them. If

we can create these dolls, so can you.

So take a study-break. Give it a try. See

if you can make a doll.

The yen is local currency in Japan.

So is this.

In Kyoto, Yokohama, Kobe-and on the Ginza, you can

use BANK OF AMERICA TRAVELERS CHEQUES
just like money. They are money: money only you

can spend. Because only your signature makes them

valid. That means they’re loss-proof, theft-proof.

Local currency the world over— sold the world over.
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Now! Here at last! You’ve met Beatnik . . . Sputnik . . . Yushnik. Now
meet the greatest of them all

—

Klebnik, otherwise known as

" K L
The first time I met KIcbnik he was

boiling cockroaches in Wesson oil.

Which was very unusual, everybody

thought. But then again, who would

ever think that this every same person

gave lectures on dialectical materialism

to Angelo Feeny behind Henderson’s

Supermarket? He was what a dean-with

shiny teeth and a crew-cut would call,

"the well-rounded student." But Kleb

wasn’t a student. This is not to say

that he didn’t use the chemistry lab

after hours. I asked him how he man-

aged to sneak in, and he said that he

was conducting extremely important

experiments. Of course, I knew he was

manufacturing stink bombs to sell to

neurotic freshmen.

Melvin Klebnik, in fact, was arrested

last year in connection with the zoology

building fiasco. A seven-million dollar

building reduced to cinders! Even
though they proved he had purchased

eleven boxes of dynamite a week be-

fore the thing, he had a perfect alibi.

He said he was playing whist at the

time ... in Elmira, California, with

the president of the Epic Motion Picture

Corporation, who, incidentally, died of

cyanide poisoning before the police

could question him. When I asked Mel-
vin if he was on the up-and-up, he
said with an almost sadistic gleam in

his eye, "He plays a lousy game of

whist, lousy.”

If it weren’t for his bad habits, I

suppose I would have gotten to know
Melvin better. He always had a cold
but never a handkerchief. I ll never for-

get the time I let him borrow my
madras sport shirt. He sure was a slob.

But don't think he wasn’t lovable. He
was lovable. Some people, snobs,
thought he was too lovable. But I told
fiim that s none of their business.

It s just that I love everybody, you
enow what I mean?”

EB
"Sure I do, ole buddy, ole pal.”

"You know what I mean, Frank?”

Looking through those thick glasses of

his, thick and sticky, filthy, dirty filthy

rotten putrid old horn-rimmed glasses

of his. I hated those things!

But I loved Kleb. Like a brother. If

only 1 could have known him better. It

wasn't just those glasses. Those dirty

fingernails. The way he walked. His

teeth. Every thing about him was re-

pulsive. Just like Emma Lazarus used

to say:

"Klebnik, you’re repulsive!”

Just like Phyllis Kawalski used to

say:

"Repulsive
!”

Just like Clara Tishman said:

"Ichh
!”

And probably just like his father and

mother said when they found out.

When they found out they weren’t go-

ing to have a girl ... or a boy.

But stand up, Melvin Klebnik, citi-

zen of the future! Profiled against the

majestic hills of the Southwest under

a red sky ! Alone against the elements

of nature and civilization! Melvin Al-

lonzo Klebnik. The third! Of Gaunt!

You say no ! You say he stole bicycles,

and crutches. You, people of America,

accuse him of assaulting Mrs. Irma

Peach last October when the leaves were

purple and the wind was wild.

Are you, people of the world, in-

ferring that this young, noble, upright

being is a bad person ? Is that the word
I heard you use? "Bad?”

Well, shame on you all.

Look. Look at that face. Is that the

face of a . . . ? Look. Look at that nose.

Poised. Sensitive. Look into those ten-

der eyes. Look into those ears. On the

other hand, forget the ears; concentrate

on the eyes. Take off your glasses, Mel-

('Continued

)

GLASSES • REPAIRS

Don Calls
Optician

SCALP

"Ready and
willing to change
the course of

history.”
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“KLEB" . .

.

vin. Let them see. Let the whole world

see. Aaaaa!

Where, where is the rabbi who

wouldn’t say:

"Now dare issa nice Jewish boy!”

Even though his parents never gave

him a Bar Mitzvah. And he likes la-

sagna and motzerella and galumkees.

And he occasionally plays with his nose

—but wait, don't condemn him. Re-

member what the prophet Ezekiel said

about that. Remember?

Ahh! I see I’ve touched your heart.

You want to see Melvin. You want to

feast your eyes upon him. Have your

cake and eat it too, huh!

Well, my friend, I know what you’re

thinking. You haven’t believed a word

that I’ve said. Well, what if I were to

tell you that I’m Melvin Klebnik, the

third, of Gaunt? And what if I were

to tell you that as soon as you finish

reading this I’m going to creep up in

back of you and bite your head off, let-

ting your miserable blood drip down

the hairs of your trembling chest?

Well, don’t worry. I’m not Melvin

Klebnik. I’m his girl friend Frieda

Shinkleman. And don’t make fun of my

name!

Alike Palter
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The Last Word

Here is another in Yahoo's scries of "famous lasts.” The coloring book craze has come and is already on the way out.

Why did we wait so long? The reason should be obvious: as long as we couldn't be innovators, we wanted to have the
last word. And this is it: the last word in coloring books. Here, for your puerile entertainment, is

YUSHNIK'S COLORING BOOK

This is South College. Color it red. Do you know what gives it

that color? It is the tape they use to hold the building up. Do not

remove it or South College will fall down.

hours. Color their hair brown. He shat all over them and their

magazine. They said "Yes-sir" 314 times. Color them yellow. No.
Erase that. Don't color them yellow. They plan to put out the
same kind of magazine next issue. Wait around. Then you can
color them expelled.



This is a UMass boy with his date. Color her pretty, voli

tuous, and sexy. Well, try anyhow. The boy thinks that

how she looks. He is drunk. (Color his eyes red.) That

why he thinks that she is pretty, voluptuous, and se)

But she is not. That is why he is drunk. Color him hor

and his beer cans empty.

Th ese are a student's feet. Color them if you are a fussbudget

about coloring things. This student is doing his work in the

only 4-year course required of all undergraduates. It is called

mud-making. Color the mud mud-colored. Now color the stu-

dent's shoes mud-colored. In fact, color everything mud-
colored; the student will soon sink in and disappear anyhow.

/ •JH i ( i

iM h \i > h.
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This is grass. Color is green. It is used for grassing. H

you seen any of it lately? It is becoming scarce.

The grass is being covered by paved paths. The p;

keep people from walking on the grass. The grass tha

under the paths. Some people say that this is silly. T

say that no one ever walked on that grass anyhow. I

;

This is a literary magazine. Color is

esoteric.



I'k is our newspaper. Do not color it at all. It is

o>rless. If you do not believe us, try reading it

soie day. This is manure. It is also known as "crap" and other 4-letter words
they won't let us print. There is a lot of this stuff at UMass. Animals
produce it. Stockbridge boys shovel it. The administration hands it to

the students. Color it brown. That . . . color . . . brown.

hes are members of Synthesis They also belong to CNVA, SANE, SINA, and
AFFor fun, they sing "talking union" blues. Color them pink.

!ol»

These are knee socks. Color them
grey or brown. What are knee socks

for? They cover girls' legs. Who
wears knee socks? Girls with ugly

legs.



visible.

This is a student. He goes to a

big state university down South.

Color him any color but black.

This is a professor. What is in his right hand?
If he were a psychology professor, he would
call it a phallic symbol. But he is not. It is a

pencil. Color it red. What is in his left hand?
They are exam books. Color them blue. The
professor is going to grade the exam books.

Color his nose brown . . . very carefully.

This is higher learning. Color it

widely disseminated.

From the diabolic mind of "J.D.”

and the poison pen of Helmut Ehrenspeck

BASS WEEJUNS
aren’t absolutely required

but they are the general rule

Weejuns are the accepted casuals

on any school campus in the

country. Their traditional styling

makes them acceptable for

every occasion except formals.*

*Psst! BLACK Weejuns

can even go there!

Available at

THE HOUSE OF WALSH

Oiihj lias* make* ll ir juii >’ K

G H BASS & CO., 413 Main Street. Wilton. Maine
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REPAIRS?

BODY WORK?

CALL

ROWES
GARAGE

GET
THERE

FIRST

WINNS
Jewelery

Before he left for Boston, a college

student was told that he just had to try

some sc rod when he got to college, as

Boston had a wonderful reputation for

fish. He had just come out of a long

freshman orientation meeting and was

really hungry, so he hailed a taxi,

jumped in, and said, "Take me to a

place where I can get scrod.’’

"Well,” said the driver in a sur-

prised voice, "a lot of people have

asked me the same thing, but it’s the

first time anyone ever put it in the past

participle."

* * *

Papoose: consolation prize for taking

a chance on an Indian blanket.

* * *

Try to wrap your tongue around this

brief but difficult statement of how you

might feel on "the morning after the

night before”:

UP-CHUCK-TYPE SICK

* * *

As a fellow we know was driving

down a highway, he notice a large sign

by the side of the road: "FIVE MILES
TO GRANDMA'S CATHOUSE.”

Sure enough, five miles further down

the road he saw a large house with the

sign: "GRANDMA'S CATHOUSE.”
Well, he went inside, and there sat

a little old lady on a rocking chair.

"Excuse me,” our friend said. "I . . .

er . .

"Oh! Yes . . .
,” came the squeaky

voice. "Five dollars, sonny.” After he

had given her the money, she pointed.

"Through that door, sonny.”

So, he went through the door and

found himself in a small room, which

was completely bare except for another

door across the room. After looking

around, puzzled, for a few minutes, he

went over and opened the other door

—

whereupon he found himself outdoors

again. There, facing him, was another

sign, which read: "You have just been

screwed by Grandma.”

* * *

COPULATION MAKES
POPULATION.

“Keep It

Clean

One Hour

Martinizing
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Latest Styles?

FINE CLOTHING FOR

COLLEGE MEN AT

Thompson’s

NEW <S USED BOOKS

FOR EVERY SUBJECT

BAUCOMS

On a pleasant Sunday afternoon an

old German man and his son were

seated in the local inn. The father had

partaken liberally of beer, and was

warning his son against the evils of in-

temperance.

"Never drink too much, Rainer, my

son. A gentleman stops when he’s had

enough; to be drunk is a disgrace."

« "Yes, Father,” replied young Rainer,

"but how can I tell when I’ve had

enough ?”

The old man pointed. "Do you see

those two men sitting in the corner?

Well, if you should see four men sit-

ting there, you would know that you

were drunk.”

Rainer looked long and earnestly.

Finally he said to his father, in a puz-

zled tone, "Yes, mein papa, but there

is only one man sitting in the corner

* * *

Man in bar to bartender: "May I

please have a martinus?”

Bartender: "You mean martini
,
don’t

you, sir?”

Man: "Look, if I wanted two, I’d

have asked for ’em!”
* * *

Overheard on our short-wave radio

the other day: "This is Radio Palestine,

15.50 on your dial .... but for you~-

14.98 ”

* * *

FAMILIARITY BREEDS.
* * *

In a small Mexican town, Pedro was

sipping his beer at the cantina when

an excited friend rushed in.

"Pedro!” he shouted. "I just saw a

man go into your house and start mak-

ing love to your wife!”

"Is that so?” replied Pedro calmly,

and continued sipping his beer. "Was
he a tall man?”

"Yes, yes!” shouted the friend.

"Don’t get so excited,” cautioned

Perdo. "Was he wearing a brown suit?”

"Yes, he was!”

"And did he have a big mustache?”

"Yes, yes!”

"Oh! That’s Manuel. He makes love

to anybody.”

FOR THE 60URMET

FINE CUISINE

Knowles
Flower Shop
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In a district populated predominantly

by new immigrants from Italy, an ele-

phant managed to escape from a circus

train that was passing through the

town. That evening, a woman who had

obviously never seen an elephant be-

fore telephoned the local police station,

very much excited.

"Come-a over right away!” she

gasped. "There’s this-a bigga animal

what she’s inna my garden pullin' uppa

my cabbages with-a hissa tail!”

"What’s he doing with them?”

”If-a I’m-a tella you, you would-a

never believe-a me!”

* * *

Said the daughter oyster to her

mother: ”1 had a date with the most

wonderful, smoothest, best-looking boy

oyster last night. He whispered sweet

nothings in my ear and then put his

arm around me and . . . My God ! Mv
pearls

!”

* * *

Soda water is a drink that tastes like

your foot feels when it’s asleep.

* * *

And then there was the absent-

minded professor who put his um-

brella to bed and stood up in the cor-

ner and dripped all night.

A hipster painted his room all white,

except for a single thin blue line down

the middle. When we asked him the

reason, we were told: "Like, man, I

want a sanitary pad ...”

* * *

"Yes, Doctor; I knew all about the

birds and bees before I married. That’s

why I'm sure I’m not pregnant— I have

not been stung by a bee. .
.”

Good food, good DRINK, and new acquaintances

at

K

I

. . . naturally.
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Naturally . ... at

Wellworth's

Pharmacy
A COMPLETE LINE OF DRUGS

AND TRANQUILIZERS

gasoline 3 Kd aleoHol-

DoaI't k\ix.'.

BUT
G^OUXE
SiW6 tir

Get ioutis

AT
COLLEGETOWM

M06IL6AS

Yushnik did not always look as he does today. How did he become the
lovable gremlin that he is? This pictorial history tells all.

* 'Ontogeny

Recapitulates

Phytogeny"
by Atn SpcHcei

Yushnik began looking pretty much
as most of us do in the foetal stage:

As an infant, he had taken on hints

of the aspect he was later to assume:

In his youth, ol' Yush showed signs

of developing into a healthy, normal
gremlin:

However, he never did so, but re-

gressed completely, turning into the

friendly character which we know as

Yushnik at UMass:

28



What Kind Of

Man Reads Caesura?

A real man ... like Dick Tow-
ers, '63 at the University ot

Massachusetts. Dick works hard

at his play, and when he takes

a break, he likes to read a real

man's magazine

—

Caesura. He
enjoys that hue literary quality

and the smooth composition
that make Caesura the campus'
most popular literary magazine.

As Dick always says, "Caesura
is that satisfying pause a man
wants! So whether you arc-

hard at work or play, make
your break a Caesura.

CAESURA
Subscription for one year, three masculine issues, for

1
1 .50.

ent t° : name

Street

City

aesura, University of Massachusetts, Amherst, Mass.

Builders, Contractors, Architects, Legislators!

ANNOUNCING

Mother's Instant Mud
Just Add Water, Mix, and Pour

Covers Two Thousand Square Feet

So Simple A Child Could Make It

So Deep a Child Could Drown In It!

Directions: First begin by ordering our sister product,

Mather’s Instant PLAN. Tear up PLAN and

scatter over area to be covered. Wait five years.

Apply MUD lightly. Wait for first rain.

Results: Beautifully deep, viscous mud. Traps students,

teachers, workmen alike. Swallows bulldozers,

buildings, ROTC tanks. Breeds protozoa, dis-

content, graft.
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Ivan and Josef were arguing over

whether Adam and Eve were Jewish or

Russian.

"But they must have been Jewish,"

insisted Josef, "because they are found

in the Old Testament."

"Ah," said Ivan. "Genesis proves

that they must have been Russian.

Listen, when people can stand there

without any clothes, and just one apple

between them, and still claim they’re

living in paradise, they must be Rus-

sian."

A middle-eastern potentate of our

acquaintance possessed the ability to

satisfy each of his six hundred wives in

an hour and a half. He was approached

recently by the representative of a large

television network, who offered him a

hundred thousand dollars to perform

this feat on an hour-and-a-half T.V.

spectacular. Since it takes a lot of

money to keep six hundred wives in

gefilte fish, our turbaned friend agreed.

Everything went all right for the

first half hour of the show, with two

hundred down, four hundred to go.

Similarly, the second half hour went

without a hitch, as millions of en-

thralled viewers looked on. After the

big LJ.S. Rubber commercial, it was evi-

dent that the old boy was tiring . . .in

fact, five minutes later, he collapsed on

the floor in a state of exhaustion. While

the disappointed viewers were hastily

shown Groucho Marx reruns, the pro-

ducer ran up, screaming, and tearing

his hair.

"What's the matter? Five hundred

dollars a second, this is costing us!

"

The Sultan looked up, and replied,

weakly, "I just can't understand it! It

went fine at rehearsal this morning!"

* * *

SEX IS FUN
* * *

Sunday school teacher: Who was

the first man?"

Little Susy: "/’ll never tell . .

5
Wednesdays is peanut wwtI

& ^ sc«utz on draft
3k‘Ng yo\j^ owN

* TO-

VlLlAGE^iNN

Student Discounts
Artist Supplies

Prints and
Custom Framing

Amherst Paint
and

Wallpaper Co.,

A man walked into a pet shop and

asked the owner: "Does this parrot

talk?”

"Yes,” replied the shopkeeper. "He

speaks several languages; just try him.”

The man then turned to the parrot.

"Do you speak French?”

"Oui, oui!" replied the parrot.

"Do you speak Spanish?”

Si, sehor,” was the answer.

"One last question: do you speak

Arabic?”

"What? With a nose like this?”

* * *

"What is the square root of 69?”

"Gee ... I don’t know. Beats me.”

* * *

:

After the shipwreck, a parrot and an

old maid were the sole survivors, float-

ing on a raft. After several days of ab-

solute silence, the parrot said, "Weeet,

’ow's your old fanny?”

"Oh, shut up,” scowled the old maid.

"Mine, too,” said the parrot, "must

be the salt water.”
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Little Susy Smith, while walking to

church— which she attended religiously

every week— ,
saw a poor little bird

with a broken wing lying on the grass.

So she picked it up and took it home,

where she set the wing in a splint. Soon

it became 'well and strong again, and

she let it fly away into the big, blue sky.

(If there are any complaints about this

one, we quit.)

"All right, Moses, take out your tab-

let and number from one to ten. We’re

going to have a little quiz."

An old lady was sitting in her rock-

ing chair knitting, her Persian cat re-

clining at her feet.

A college education is such a wonder-

ful thing that it is sad to think of the

number of college graduates who don’t

have one.

Overheard

:

"Say, are you really an atheist?"

"Honest to God . . .

.”

Uncle Joe (from Oklahoma) tells of

the confused Indian tribe who couldn’t

tell heads from tails.

They came home with some funny-

looking scalps.

Suddenly a fairy appeared and asked

the old lady if there was anything she

wished. "Yes,” was the reply. "I should

like to be a beautiful young woman

again."

The fairy waved her wand—and

there she stood, a lovely girl of twenty.

"Now,” asked the fairy, ”is there any

other wish you would like granted?”
|

"Oh, yes. I should like a handsome

young man."

Turning to the cat, the fairy waved

her wand. In its place rose a fine look-

ing youth. He looked sadly at the girl

and sighed, "Now, aren't you sorry you

took me to the vet?”

N
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Porter, bring me another glass of ice

water.”

"Sorry suh, but if I take any more
ice, that corpse in the baggage car ain’t

gonna keep.”

A "diet” has been defined as "a short

period of starvation preceding a rapid

gain of five pounds."

"Will power" has been defined as

"the ability to eat one salted peanut.”

A's the little old lady was taking her

first ocean voyage, a whale was sighted,

and as everyone ran to the rails to see,]

it spouted high into the air. The little

old lady gasped.

"At least it could quit laying on its

back and showing off like that!” she

fumed, stalking down to her stateroom

1/
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YOU DON’T SAY!

"Just one stinkin' dime?"

"Just think of the profit, Miss
Curtis! 250 urinals from Van
Meter at $25 each!"

"My heart just failed, Dr. Gage, when I heard that

I lost the ugly man contest."

"Open up!!! Room check!"

"Gotcha!"

By Oleh



DTn] refreshes

You'll smoke with a fresh enthusiasm

when you discover the cool "air-softened "taste of Salem

• menthol fresh • rich tobacco taste e modern filteifloo
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